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pensive  dreams  of  thee  _ 


I sit  to  hear  that  evening  gun, peal  o’er  the  stormy 


cres: 


sea; 


And  while o’er  bil-lows  curl’d  the  distant  sounds  de-  cay, 


dim: 


weep, and  wish  from  this  rough  world, Like  them  to  die  a--^a>, 
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